THE  CAPITAL

noise and ranting amid rough surroundings
could be enjoyed at a moderate charge. Far
wider in popular appeal, suppressed in name under
the Commonwealth though never quite in fact,
were the Bear and Bull Gardens, and the cock-
pits in which the proletariat (and its betters)
took their rough pleasures. Pepys has left us a
picture of one of their cock-fights: "After dinner
. . . directed by sight of bills upon the walls,
I did go to Shoe Lane to see a cock-fighting at
a new pit there . . , but Lord, to see the strange
variety of people, from Parliamentmen to the
poorest prentices, bakers, butchers, brewers,
draymen and what not; and all these fellows one
with another in swearing, cursing and betting.
I soon had enough of it, and yet I would not but
have seen it once, it being strange to observe
the nature of these poor creatures, how they will
fight till they drop down dead upon the table,
and strike after they are ready to give up the
ghost, not offering to run away when they are
weary or wounded past doing further, whereas
a dunghill brood . . . will, after a sharp stroke
that pricks him, run off the stage, and they wring
his neck off without more ado, whereas the other
they preserve, though both eyes be out, for breed
only of a true cock of the game." The more
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